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course the place was full of Americans, but that was un-
avoidable. He was happy about Fleur too ; she had
quite got over that unpleasant Ferrar business, seemed on
excellent terms with young Michael, and was looking for-
ward to her home and her baby again. There was, indeed,
in Soames a sense of culmination and of peace—a feeling
of virtue having been its own reward, and, beyond all, the
thought that he would soon be smelling English grass and
seeing again the river flowing past his cows. Annette,
even, might be glad to see him—he had bought her a really
nice emerald bracelet in New York. To such general
satisfaction this statue of L Nirvana' was putting the
finishing touch.
" Here we are, Anne."
An English voice, and two young people at the far end—
going to chatter, he supposed ! He was preparing to rise
when he heard the girl say, in a voice American, indeed,
but soft and curiously private :
" John, it's terribly great. It makes me sink here."
From the gesture of the hand, Soames saw that it was
where the thing had made him sink, too.
" Everlasting stillness.    It makes me sad, John."
As the young man's arm slid under hers his face came
into view. Quick as thought, half of Soames's face dis-
appeared again into his hand. cc John ? " " Jon " was
what she had meant to say. Young Jon Forsyte—not a
doubt of it ! And this girl, his wife, sister—as he had
heard—of that young American Francis Wilmot! What
a mischance ! He remembered the boy's face perfectly,
though he had only seen it in that Gallery off Cork Street,
and the pastrycook's after, and once on that grim after-
noon when he had gone down to Robin Ht)l to beg his own
divorced first wife to let her son marry his daughter !
Never had he been more pleased to be refused. Never had

